ANNE GILCHRIST AND WALT WHITMAN

They go! they go!   I know that they go, but I know not

where they go.
But I know they go toward the best, toward something

great;
The whole Universe indicates that it is good/'

Going somewhere! And if it is impossible for us to
see whither, as in the nature of things it must be, how
can we be adequate judges of the way? how can we but
often grope and be full of perplexity? But we know
that a smooth path, a paradise of a world, could only
nurture fools, cowards, sluggards. "Joy is the great
unfolder," but pain is the great enlightener, the great
stimulus in certain directions, alike of man and beast.
How else could the self-preserving instincts, and all
that grows out of them, have been evoked? How else
those wonders of the moral world, fortitude, patience,
sympathy? And if the lesson be too hard comes Death,
come "the sure-enwinding arms of Death" to end it,
and speed us to the unknown land.

".   .   .   .   Man is only weak
Through his mistrust and want of hope/'

wrote Wordsworth. But man's mistrust of himself is,
at bottom, mistrust of the central Fount of power and
goodness whence he has issued. Here comes one who
plucks out of religion its heart of fear, and puts into it
a heart of boundless faith and joy; a faith that beggars
previous faiths because it sees that All is good, not part
bad and part good; that there is no flaw in the scheme
of things, no primeval disaster, no counteracting power;
but orderly and sure growth and development, and that
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